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circling aeroplanes roar overhead. They are
perpetually on guard above this city in the
Thames valley, where the long history of our
island culture is not merely recorded, but irre-
placeably embodied in the vulnerable glory of
glass and the inimitable curves of ancient stone.
All through the hours that I spend amongst the
lovely remembered shrines of a sorrowful youth
jao more tragic than this present, the autumn air
echoes, with the sound of whirring engines and
rushing wings, which at intervals became swiftly
visible' beneath the azure afternoon sky or the
: sanguine pageant of sunset cloud.

At the station I fight my way through a noisy
pandemonium of bicycles, perambulators, trol-
leys, trunks, troops, students, mothers and
children, and after much strenuous persuasion
induce a tired waitress in a dark, overcrowded
cafe in Cornmarket Street to serve me with a
belated luncheon. As I walk up St. Giles towards
Somerville, my old college where I have arranged
to stay, I find myself again facing the tall slender
war memorial, like a graceful lily on a long pale
stalk. Its short inscription still wistfully com-
memorates "those who fought and those who
fell", twenty-five years ago.

The quiet of Somerville is almost audible after
the clamour in the crowded town. A dignified
entrance, beautifully planned in modern fashion
to emphasise the deep arch above the college